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There was a surprise for the people of Pontypandy when 
they opened their curtains on the morning of Christmas 
Eve. It had snowed heavily during the night and now the 
village was glistening in the sun. But not everyone was 
pleased to see the snow. 

“Blooming nuisance, this snow,” grumbled Dilys Price as 
she cleared the snow from the front of her shop. “Norman! 
You come and help me clear the path.” 

But Norman, her son, had other plans. 

“Aw, Mam,” he moaned. “I was going sledging,” and before 
Dilys could grab him, he had run off down the street with 
his sledge. 

















Further up the village, Sarah and James were busy making 
a snowman. 


“Brill!” grinned James. “It’s just like Trevor.” 

Norman ran up. “Look,” he cried. “The finishing touch!” 
and he placed an old cap on the snowman’s head. 

“Wicked!” laughed Sarah. “Uh oh. Look who’s coming.” 

It was Trevor Evans. 

“Hello, my sugar lumps,” he called to the children. 
“There’s a handsome snowman ... slim, debonair, with a 
jaunty smile!” 

He noticed the sledges. “Off slaloming down the mountain 
are we?” he asked. 

“Yes, Mr Evans,” said Sarah. 

“A hundred miles an hour!” cried James, and the three 
children set off with their sledges towards the hillside 
overlooking Pontypandy. 





Trevor walked on round to Bella’s cafe for his morning 
coffee and cakes. The snow was lying thickly everywhere 
and the cafe looked warm and inviting. 

Inside, Bella was busy making sandwiches. 

“I make them with peperoni today. It keeps you warm, the 
peperoni,” she said to Trevor, as he settled down with his 
coffee. 
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Up at Pontypandy Fire Station, the firemen had cleared all 
the snow from the drive so Jupiter, the fire engine, could get 
away quickly if there was an emergency call. 

“Most important, that,” said Station Officer Steele. 
“Mustn’t let a bit of snow disrupt us, eh Fireman Sam?” 








“No, Sir,” agreed Fireman Sam with a smile. “Let’s hope 
we're in for a quiet day. We’ve got to go and fetch the 
Christmas tree for the village square.” 

“Quite right, Fireman Sam,” said Station Officer Steele. 
“Can’t have Christmas without a tree.” 











Fireman Sam and Station Officer Steele drove up to 
Pontypandy Farm and parked beside a field of fir trees. 

“Now then, Sir,” said Fireman Sam. “T’ve seen the very 
tree... and this axe should make light work of it.” 

“Good man, Fireman Sam,” said Station Officer Steele. 
“You chop it down and I’ll shout “Timber!” 

“Right, Sir,” agreed Fireman Sam and he started chopping 
down the tree. 

A moment later there was a loud cracking sound. 

“You can say it now, Sir,” cried Fireman Sam, as the tree 
swayed. 

“Oh, er, TIMBER” called Station Officer Steele. 

He and Fireman Sam loaded the tree onto Jupiter and 

drove back to the village. 


As soon as the tree was fixed up in the village square, 
Fireman Sam and Station Officer Steele hurried back to the 
Fire Station, to see what Fireman Elvis Cridlington was up to. 

He was busy in the kitchen, wrestling with the Christmas 
turkey. 

“Hello, Elvis,” said Sam. “Preparing a wonderful Yuletide 
feast for us, as usual, I see!” 

“Er, yes,” said Elvis. “Turkey with all the trimmings.” 

“Well, I hope you’ve trimmed it inside,” said Sam. 
“Nothing like a bit of chestnut stuffing.” 

“Oh,” sighed Elvis. “I forgot that!” 

Station Officer Steele picked up a bow] from the table. 

“Want to give the pudding a stir and make a wish, Sir?” 
asked Elvis. 

Station Officer Steele looked amused. “You’re making a 
Christmas pudding, Cridlington?” 

“Oh, it’s easy, Sir,” replied Elvis. “You just add water to the 
packet!” 














Outside the village, Sarah, James and Norman were having 
fun sledging. 

“Weeeee!” cried James, as he and Sarah shot down the hill. 

“Look out!” shouted Sarah. “Norman’s catching up!” 

“Keep your eyes ahead,” yelled Norman. 

“Why?” asked James. 

“So you can see me!” yelled Norman, as he whizzed past 
them into the lead. 

The three of them landed in a heap at the bottom of the hill. 

“Let’s try over there, now,” suggested Norman. “It’s much 
steeper. We could beat the world snow speed record!” 

“[ don’t think ...” began James. 

“Scaredy cat,” jeered Sarah. 

“Well, all right,” agreed James, and they trudged up to the 
top of the steepest hill. 

At the top, the three children looked down. 

“Tt’s very steep,” said James, hesitantly. 

“Come on, you big chicken!” said Sarah. 

“O.K.” said James, and they sat down on their sledges. 

“One, two, three, GO!” shouted Norman, and off they went, 
faster and faster, gathering speed over the smooth snow. 





“First one through the gate is the winner,” yelled Norman, 
as he shot between the gateposts. “Yes! It’s the gold for 
Norman Price!” 

A second later, James and Sarah shot through. 

“Look out!” cried Sarah, as the sledges sped on. “We’re 
heading straight for the pond.” 

“No problem,” cried Norman, rolling off his sledge into a 
snowdrift. 

“Brake, James,” yelled Sarah, but their sledge was going 
too fast to stop. It reached the bottom of the hill and shot 
across the ice to the centre of the pond. There was a 
moment’s silence and then a loud CRACK! 

“The ice is breaking,” gasped Sarah in horror. 

“We'll drown!” cried James. 

“Don’t move,” yelled Norman. “I’ll go and ’phone for help,” 
and he ran off towards Pandy Lane, leaving Sarah and 
James clinging to their sledge in the centre of the pond. 











At Pontypandy Fire Station, the alarm rang out and a 
message came through on the printer. Station Officer Steele 
tore off the paper and read it out. “Children trapped on ice 
in the middle of Pandy pond.” 

A few seconds later, the firemen and Jupiter were on 
their way. 

“Great fires of London! It’s Sarah and James,” cried 
Fireman Sam, when they reached the pond. 

“Right, get to work, men,” ordered Station Officer Steele. 

“Don’t panic, you two,” called Sam to Sarah and James. 

“Help, save us Uncle Sam,” cried James. 

The firemen placed a ladder on the ground and carefully 
extended it over the ice towards the children. 





“Now then, Sarah,” called Fireman Sam. “Come towards 
me slowly, on all fours. James, you hang on a minute.” 

“O.K. Uncle Sam,” said James, bravely. 

Sarah crawled along the ladder towards Fireman Sam, 
and a few minutes later she was safely standing on the bank. 

“Come on James, you now,” said Fireman Sam, and soon 
James too was safe on the ground again. 

“Right,” said Fireman Sam. “The sooner we get you three 
warm and dry, the better. Come on.” 

James, Sarah and Norman climbed into Jupiter with the 
firemen and set off back to Pontypandy. 





Bella soon had the children warming themselves in front of 
the fire, with mince pies and sausage rolls, and hot 
chocolate to drink. 


“May we have another sausage roll, please Bella?” 
asked Sarah. 

“They’re great for warming you up when you come back 
from an arctic expedition,” said James. 

“Tf it hadn’t been for me, you wouldn’t be back at all,” 
said Norman. 

“Thanks for phoning Uncle Sam, Norman,” said Sarah. 

“O.K.” mumbled Norman, looking bashful. 














As darkness fell on the village the snow made everything 
look magical. The people of Pontypandy gathered round the 
Christmas tree to sing carols. 

Fireman Sam produced a large sack from behind his back 
and looked across at James and Sarah. 

“Now then you two,” he said. “Seeing as l’m working on 
Christmas Day, you’d better have these now.” He reached 
into the sack and pulled out two brightly wrapped presents. 

“Brill,” cried James. 


“What is it?” asked Sarah, shaking hers. 

“Well now,” said Fireman Sam. “You'll find that out when 
you open them tomorrow.” 

He turned to Norman, who was watching. “And here’s one 
for you, Norman,” he said and pulled another present out 
of the sack. 

“Thanks a million, Fireman Sam,” cried Norman. 








That night, Fireman Sam finished his cocoa before going up 
to bed. He had just one more thing to do. 

“Well, you never know,” he thought as he hung his 
Christmas stocking on the mantlepiece. “Might as well 
hang it up... just in case. Don’t suppose he’ll call on me. 
Perhaps I’m a bit old now. Oh, I don’t know. Youre as young 
as you feel!” He looked out of the window at the houses of 
Pontypandy, looking beautiful in the snow. 

“Merry Christmas Pontypandy!” 





FIREMAN SAM SAYS 


Snow is great fun to play in, 

but ice can be very dangerous. 

NEVER go onto a frozen pond or lake. 
You could fall through the ice and drown. 
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FReEMAN SAM 


It’s going to be a white Christmas in 
Pontypandy and Sarah, James and Norman 
can’t wait to go out and play in the snow. But 
after sledging down a very steep hill, Sarah 
and James end up in a very dangerous 
situation. 

Norman calls the Fire Brigade, but will 
Fireman Sam and the firemen of Pontypandy 


arrive in time to save Sarah and James? 
a story based on the characters from the TV series 
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